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PREFACE. 



The following writings will speak for themselves, without 
much comment from another pen. Simple as the writer herself, 
and with nothing to recommend them in the light of learning 
or literature, the object of collecting extracts from them in this 
style, is, that they may serve as a little memento of one, whose 
earthly course being run, some may love to contemplate it in its 
more hidden and lovely recesses ; also, the desire that they may 
stimulate others in the path which leads to Christ, and that some 
may be induced the more earnestly to follow Him, as she, in her 
simplicity, endeavoured to do. 

Without any parade of religion it was easy to see on whose 
side she walked; indeed, so free was she from all spiritual pride, 
and so tenderly did she shrink from revealing the innermost 
secrets of her heart-communion with her God, that it was not 
until after her death that her Sabbath Journal was discovered — 
and that, too, seemed to have been but partially kept because of 
her fear of self-deception ; still it was a delight to her, in her 
own quiet way, to " take sweet counsel together " with those 
who, she felt, could sympathise with and understand her, and 
to pour forth the troubles and doubts and difficulties that 
sometimes assail the Christian's path. 

The fragments that follow are mostly, too, of that private 
nature which shrinks from public gaze ; still where duty was ' 
involved, where love prompted, where conscience said Give, 
where she felt she could lend a helping-hand, speak a word of 
encouragement, or a word of warning, she would not withhold ; 
and many are the sweet remembrances which those nearly united 
to her can treasure of her faithfulness and love. But it was not 
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.without strong conflicts she arrived at this state: the ''^ natural 
man " shrinks from that profession which Christ's sacrifice for us 
demands. 

After her marriage her Sabbath Journal seemed to have been 
discontinued ; but in its place she had substituted other memo- 
randa, under the title of "Jottings of a Young Wife." They 
comprise a review of her life during her short sojourn in her 
northern home. Very few extracts are given, because of the 
difficulty of selecting from that which has acquired a sacredness 
on account of its private character. 

When we think of her short stay amongst us, the sigh will 
sometimes involuntarily escape — 

" Oh I for the touch of the yanished hand, 
And the sound of the voice that is still." 

But, then, the gentle delineation^ of Jier character as so unos- 
tentatiously shadowed forth herein ; so fiill of love, and yearning 
for the best interests of others ; showing her as the true wife, 
as well, we would fain hope, al^ the true Christian, clothed in a 
kind of unconscious humility, make one almost rejoice in the 
trustful belief of the final and beautiful consummation of that 
which at best is but imperfect here. 

And so, too soon for those who still walk below, the course of 
her young life ran away. Suddenly the call came ; suddenly 
the fading fiower of earth was culled to blossom in the unfading 
purity of the heavenly atmosphere. 

May we, as we cannot doubt it was permitted imto her, 
through that undying love- which is beyond all price, in the 
dying hour, 

** Feel Thee near when our feet 
Are slipping over the brink /' 

and so to each of us may her death be a reminder that 

" It may be we're nearer home ; 
Nearer now than we think.** 
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MEMORANDA AND LETTERS 

OP 

LOUISA PEASE. 



SELECTIONS FROM SABBATH JOURNAL. 

25ih of Sixth Month, 1854. — This day I am twenty-one. It 
seems formidable to put it on paper ; but I am induced to do so 
from the inclination I have had for many, many months past of 
sometimes noting down my feelings on paper, thinking some 
benefit may accrue therefrom. So frequently have I formed a 
resolution on this point, and so frequently broken it, that I deter- 
mined this should be a crisis to my determinations. I think 
there are advantages and disadvantages in this plan of talking 
with yourself; perhaps the former predominate ; I imagine so 
from J. J. Gurney's strongly recommending it; but I trust I 
may not fall into the way of putting down more than I really 
feel. How much I have to be thankful for when I look at the 
past twenty-one years; few, I believe, have such a favoured 
home. I often pray for a grateful appreciating heart ; but I am 
very far from what I should be, though I know being or doing 
will not save us. We have only one hope of salvation. I wish 
I could feel all that I hno^o ; but I often fear mine is more a 
religion of the head than of the heart. I hope this is a right 
step, and that I shall continue it, for I think it wiD sometimes 
be a comfort to me. 
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8rd of Twelfth Mouthy 1854, — First-day afternoon, — ^Let me 
here record very humbly (for I scarcely dare do it) what appears 
to me to have been somethmg of an answer to prayer. Before 
meeting I prayed that, if consistent with the Divine Will, I 
might hear from the mouth of a faithful servant of the Lord (as 
I doubt not J. Y. is) something that might tend to my encou- 
ragement and edification ; and surely I never heard a sweeter or 
more encouraging sermon than he was permitted to preach : it 
raised a song of thanksgiving in my heart, and I felt melted ; it 
has sent me on my way rejoicing. I think these things should 
not pass unnoticed, though it seemed almost too good for me to 
think it was an answer to my prayer. But why not ? He has 
promised, and, I doubt not, will perform, though I ill deserve it. 
Oh ! may I be among the " ransomed ones who shall return to 
Zion with songs and everlasting joys upon their heads ;" there 
shall I indeed obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing 
shall flee away. — L. A. 

Christmas-day, 1854. — I trust I hail this day with a thankful 
spirit in remembrance of the blessed event which causes its 
observance ; and, secondly, that we are still spared — a happy 
loving family. I long that I may be enabled to act my part in 
the circle feithfuUy; that by my example and precept, weak 
though it may be, I may endeavour to extend a wholesome 
influence over each dear member, especially my brothers. I 
consider it a mark of God's good providence to me that I am 
spared till this hour ; that I am still on " praying ground ;" that 
so many blessed opportunities are still held out to me ; and I 
think I earnestly desire not to slight them. 

New Year's Eve, 1854. — Perhaps, more for the sake of noting 
down once more, in this old year, than anything else, am I 
induced to pen these lines ; though, I trust, I thankfully wish to 
acknowledge the many mercies that have been showered on me 
during the past year ; and I hope I can truthfully say, that, if 
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spared during the coming year, I may be more devoted as a 
Christian, and that God's will may be my will ; in short, I long 
to say earnestly, "Not my will, O Lord, but Thine," in all 
things, "be done." It has been a sweet Sabbath-day and 
evening. 

First-day afiemowi.—Last Sixth-day, Fifth Month, 1st, 1855, 
at 8 o'clock, p.m., the spirit of our dear Uncle Charles took 
flight, as we humbly believe, through the merits of a crucified 
Saviour, to its heavenly rest. Happy transition ! Unspeakably 
happy New Year ! and though we sorrow, yet it is not os those 
who have no hope. His death was calm and peaceful as an 
infant's sleep ; and his dear family have much to console them 
in this hour of affliction. 

Another Sabbath-day come round. Since the last, the mortal 
remains of our dear uncle have been consigned to the silent 
tomb. That day was more one of joy than sorrow, so faithfully 
was the true gospel preached by devoted servants of the Lord, 
and so much of comfort and consolation held out to the mourners, 
and encouragement handed to alL I say joy, but there was 
something of sacredness in it ; not the joy that the world affords 
— no ! it was something more pure and lasting in its effects, and 
something to be desired. Last 2nd day we went to see the 
remains of our dear uncle ; and as he lay looking so calm and 
peaceful in his narrow bed, I longed in my heart " that my last 
end might be like his." This morning was a much sweeter and 
more favoured meeting to me than usual ; it was my desire that 
it might be such, and I may gratefully acknowledge that I was 
helped. Not having been out the last two weeks it came upon 
me more as a time of refreshing ; and I think I may faithfully say 
I experienced something of the sweetness of waiting silently 
on the Lord. 

4th of Third Month, i855. — First-day afternoon, — ^These are 
times I look upon as my own ; when I am alone with my books, 
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my thoughts, and my God : they are times when I feel most at 
liberty to note down a little in this way; and though, sometimes, 
I query whether this is a right thing for me, yet, on the whole, 
I am inclined to think it more right than wrong. It is rather a 
relief to what sometimes feels like an over-burdened mind, from 
dwelling so often, and perhaps too broodingly, on my own state 
— thus to give way to a littie thinking aloud as it were, especially 
as I mostiy feel it a very delicate thing to give my very inmost 
thoughts and feelings to others : there is a sacredness over them 
while known only to one-self and our Father in Heaven, which 
is destroyed when shared by the mental eye of another, though 
on other points, intercourse and confidence are to me most 
pleasing. Then, too, life is so uncertain that none of us know 
where and how we may be cut down, and were I suddenly de- 
prived of life or reason in sickness, it would, I know, be a source 
of great comfort to those I had left behind, thus to have me, 
though dead, yet speaking : what I most desire is, to be kept 
from a Pharisaical display of feelings, expressing more than is 
really honest, and shrinking especially from a sort of journal 
vernacular, such as I might possibly gather from books. 

The gospel plan of salvation so clearly laid down in the Nelv 
Testament, is, to my mind, so comprehensive and beautiful, that 
were I not such a timid believer, parfly from want of a more 
abiding &ith and partiy from the deadening influence of sin, both 
past and present — I could enjoy to a much greater extent what 
I see so clearly. Suppose some other large ransom had been 
offered by which we might now be saved ; can we imagine any- 
thing so sufficient as what has been already paid ? Truly not. 
The very fiwt of our dear Saviour's having lived amongst his 
people and taken their nature upon him (excepting that of sin), 
is so endearing, — ^it seems as if He can make such an allowance 
for our many weaknesses. He was tempted ; so are we. He 
was grieved, even to weeping ; so are we. He bore the cross ; 
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and so must we. He loved ; and so do we (though often too 
fondly). He even groaned in spirit ; so may we. He prayed 
earnestly ; so ought we. He hungered and thirsted ; so do we. 
He wearied and slept ; so do we. He accomplished his mission 
and ascended up into Heaven ; so also, I trust, may we, when 
that sweet moment shall come to usher us into the presence of 
Him who has felt with us, and now and for evermore will feel 
/or us. 

iSth of Third Moiith, i855. — First-day afternoon. — ^Again I 
have to acknowledge the goodness of God in having spoken to 
my soul words of encouragement and edification, through the 
mouth of his servant ; — which was particularly pleasing to me, as 
I had earnestly hoped and prayed that such might be the case, 
as I wanted something to dispel rather desponding feelings, 
which had been so occasioned by the reading of a very remarkable 
dream of a friend in the year 1776, and which rested rather de- 
pressingly on my mind ; but hopeful thoughts again sprung up 
as I listened to the cheering words of this minister. He bade us 
not to be too much cast down on account of sin, but rather to lay 
hold on what is laid before us ; showing the awful state of those 
who come to a death-bed, having rebelled against the light in 
refiising this gospel plan of salvation, of which none need be 
ignorant in these enlightened days ; so " I thank Gk)d and take 
coxurage." Last 6th day, the 16th, I received the little memorial 
of dear S. E. W., of which I wish to take note, as it will be 
pleasant to remember. It is very interesting and I prize it mmh ; 
as I read I could scarcely refrain from wishing that she was still 
amongst the living. I long for some more intercourse, which, 
with a kindred spirit, is so very, very delicious. I think our 
friendship was just deepening, and it seems nipped in the bud ; 
had it been permitted to ripen into the fiill-blown flower, I think 
we should have taken much sweet counsel together — ^perhaps 
personally, which would have been to me a great pleasure, and 
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though the distance between us prevents my feeling her death as 
a blank, yet it is inwardly that I miss her; also, her sweet letters, 
which were ever such a source of delight ; but she is past a recall, 
and even were she not, I would not be the one to fetch her to 
earth again. I must pray to meet her in heaven : at present I 
can only joy in her joy ; perhaps her death serves to wean me 
more from earth : I would not have it otherwise, because I 
kn(yw that it must be right. 

2i8t of Third Month, i855. — The 80<aUed Fastrday.— ^xxrelj 
each day of our lives should be a day of humiliation and fasting 
to our own souls, for our great and manifold transgressions, 
which can only be wiped out by that free grace of which 
aU are unworthy, but which will not, I believe, be denied to those 
who earnestly desire and ask for it, and yet I often fear it may 
be denied me, which is a sign of a great want of that living fiiith 
by which we are enabled to cry " Abba, Father !" I have lately 
been forcibly struck with the idea that it is an awful thing to lice ; 
how much more, then, to die ! and my fear is, lest in this life I 
may prove myself unworthy and unfaithful, and so at last be a 
castaway. But I pray that I may know better things ; I trust 
and hope that Grod will keep my feet from fidling. 

8ih of Fourth Month, i855. — First day. — ^There is such a 
visible stamp of decay in everything here below, whether on 
things which fede as it were in our very grasp; whether in 
pleasures which while some of the hours away so delightfully, 
and are in themselves lawful and rational; or whether, as regards 
the objects of our dearest aflEections, who never seemed so much 
our own as in the moment they were snatched from us — Yes ! 
all this speaks of decay so unmistakably, that one would think 
that nothing else but ^(/'-interest would bid us seek another and 
a more abiding city ; and yet we are content to grovel on with 
downcast eyes, hoping to find something worth possessing — some 
pearls amidst the rubbish — ^but no ! the aching eye must look 
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in vain till something from above shall call our attention up- 
wards : then^ in the change of position and in the change of 
vision the hitherto disappointed eye shall fall unexpectedly on 
that one — ^that immense pearl of great price, whose treasures, 
new and old, shall astonish the eager gaze, and where the way 
to the " city that hath foundations" shall be imerringly taught 
to the youthful traveller. 

22nd of Fourth Month, i855. — First-day afternoon. — Sitting- 
room. Sometimes I am much impressed with a sense of the 
privilege of prayer ; set aside the dvty of it, and only conceive 
the privilege, what can be more beautiful to the weary spirit 
than to pour itself out in earnest, heartfelt prayer to a tender 
Father in heaven? or to the heart loaded with sorrow, with 
none on earth to share it, then to cast its burden upon the 
Lord, who has promised to sustain us ; and how elevating, when 
surrounded with every blessing, when our cup seems full to over- 
flowing, to raise the song of thanksgiving and praise — ^to swell 
the anthem of delight imseen of all but One. And there is a 
sacredness thrown over all from its privacy. There is no re- 
striction to prayer ; we are not required to pray only when we 
go up into Jerusalem, or into the temple, but 

'^ Should holy thoughts come o'er us 
When friends are round our way, 
E'en then the silent breathings 
Of our spirit raised above 
Will reach His throne of glory, 
Who is mercy i truths and love,^ 

I have frequently felt the blessed truth of this ; and though, 
perhaps, I may not actually have poured out my soul as in 
private, yet when I remember that 

'' F^yer is the burden of a sigh, 
The &lling of a tear, 
The upward glancing of an eye. 
When none but Qod is near ;" 
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I must acknowledge that I have felt the sweetness of it. I have 
often, too, felt the blessedness of praying for others, whether for 
those I most love, and whose welfere lies nearest my heart, or 
for those whom I regard more only as fellow creatures (and as 
such I shudder at the thought of their destruction), who seem 
regardless of themselves. Some would be greatly surprised, 
I dare say, did I tell them I had made them an object of 
prayer, not that for one instant I imagine any one (or at 
least a very few) would think much of it ; but we are told 
to pray for each other; and it is very comforting when we 
feel as though we should like to do good to others, and no way 
opens for it, to think, " If I can do no more, I can pray for 
them.'' With these ideas on the important subject of prayer, 
with which it has pleased God to fill my mind, how strange that 
I am so lax and backward in this duty and privilege ! how 
strange that I am so willing to let thoughts, and idle thoughts, 
fill my mind before closing my eyes in sleep at night, instead of 
giving the last act of the day, and perhaps of my life, to the 
Great Being from whose presence we cannot flee ; only another 
instance to add to the many which I could mention, which would 
painfiilly portray a shallow, selfish, and (shall I add ?) superficial 
heart ! May the importance of those six words which I have so 
often, and, I fear, thoughtlessly uttered, be more deeply im- 
pressed upon me — " Lord, teach me how to pray.'' 

27th of Fifth Month, i865. — Firstrday afternoon. — Sitting- 
room. Although Brighton baubles have delighted me for 
awhile, yet I thought home never seemed more like " sweet home " 
than it did on our return yesterday, when all the comforts of a 
true English home met us. The garden, too, is speaking loudly 
to us of the goodness of Grod ; the trees richly robed in green, 
and the flowers radiant with rainbow hues. Sometimes they 
appear to me as gentle reminders of a better land ; their beauty 
is emblematic of such, and their hasty decay serves to show us 
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that we, too, must soon pass away. But one treasure we have 
left behind, which is no bauble — ^the beautiful deep, I mean. 
Oh! it is true enjoyment to stand and gaze thereon, and to 
watch each wave succeeding wave : mine is a very insufficient 
pen, to portray all that I feel as I stand and think by the 
ocean's brink. To-morrow, nothing preventing, I am going to 
Yearly Meeting ; and I am half ashamed to own that it is the 
first time that I am going thitherwards with a desire to reap 
some benefit. Grenerally speaking, I have gone more as a matter 
of enjoyment, and of seeing so many of our Mends, than with 
an earnest desire to get all the good I can. This year (and I 
trust I speak honestiy) I go in a prayerfiil spirit, desiring, at 
least, to be kept in a humble, watchM state of mind, willing to 
hear and be admonished, remembering somewhere, I believe, 
" They also serve who only stand and wait." 

i7th of Sixth Month, i855. — First-day afternoon. — Again we 
have been permitted to meet a complete and assembled family. 
There is much happiness in our large and hitherto unbroken 
group ; I am often struck with it. My desire and my prayer 
has been that I may act my part in the circle in endeavouring to 
preserve the harmony that ought to prevail in a Christian 
family, but which cannot be maintained without a willingness to 
" bear and forbear " on the part of each member ; and though I 
am convinced of the feebleness of my eflforts and my many 
shortcomings in this respect, yet I hope to persevere. My hasti- 
ness often annoys and disturbs me. I think I am daily in- 
creasingly learning that it is not only important, but really 
essential to my happiness to pray ; not only a duty — ^but a privilege, 
and that not only for myself, but for others whose eternal welfare 
I am much interested in. I am glad to say the Yearly Meeting 
passed with considerable satisfaction and interest to myself more 
than usual, though I might and ought to have been more watchfiil 
than I fear was the case. 
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ist of Seventh Month, i855. — First-day afternoon. — Sitting- 
room. Last 2nd day was my birthday. Twenty-two are the 
years which I number. It came upon me amidst many occu- 
pations, so that I could not make it convenient to snatch a few 
minutes to note down any of my thoughts of that day. I trust 
I am very thankful for the many blessings which attend me, but 
very especially for the sweet inward peace which has been my 
attendant of late ; so that whether alone, or in the family, or the 
social circle ; whether engaged in duties or enjoyments, all is 
pleasant and tranquil. I know of no earthly joy to compare 
with it. A year ago and I was truly like the vessel driven of 
the winds and tossed, now my bark sails as on smooth waters ; 
and I trust I am, in some measure, maintaining a watch to steer 
" straight for the beacon, straight for the high land,'' which leads 
to the haven of rest. We have had a week of much enjoyment. 
I desire not to be too much captivated by the things of time, 
and endeavour to arrive at their comparative littieness by con- 
trasting them with the immense eternity towards which we are 
all hastening, some, perchance, very rapidly; but such is the 
strength of my natural aflfections, and so ardentiy do I love 
many, that I sometimes fear whether they interfere with my 
heavenly affections ; they require a much stricter watch than I 
am at all inclined to give. 

30th of Twelfth Months i855. — First-day afternoon. — This 
morning S. F. was at meeting ; he preached the all-sufficiency 
of Christ, drew a beautiful and distinct line between sitting at the 
feet of Jesus and that lethargic state which leads to a mere en- 
joyment of this present life with very littie fear and anxiety for 
the next; he fidthfuUy warned especially the young, to do the 
day's work in the day ; impressively adding that none could tell 
whether that present hour might not be our evening hour. These 
privileges tend much to increase our responsibilities, and as S. F. 
said, we shall not be able to plead ignorance as an excuse for 
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not choosing the Lord for our portion (or words to that effect). 
With all these things before me, why am I contented to sin so 
complacently ? why give way so frequently to a hasty temper ? 
why indulge in idle and foolish words? why in vain, worldly 
thoughts ? These are sad proofs of an imregenerate heart, yet 
strange to say I sometimes regard them with a feeling of uncon- 
cern, and such is the fickleness of my wayward heart, that 
although at times I long for heaven, partly for its promised rest, 
partly from the sense of revelling in an atmosphere of un- 
changing love, partly for the joy of beholding our Father there 
and His dear Son, and partly for the hope of meeting those that 
are gone before ; yet at other times I feel really contented to 
grovel here, with an unbidden wish to stay a little longer in the face 
of these half-revealed glories ; perhaps, however, this is not such 
a strange thing, since we are so constituted as to be affected by 
very little things, and though at times Heaven may appear so desir- 
able, yet, at others, earth may be altogether as attractive to our 
human eyes, especially when we consider how much there is to love 
here, and how close a watch is required to keep in subordination 
even those more allowable enjoyments, in themselves innocent. 
With these considerations, may I be permitted to enter the 
coming year (if spared) with increased watchfulness and a more 
prayerful heart, and with a sincere and earnest desire to be a 
humble follower of the Lord Jesus. 

3rd of Second Month, i856, — /Si<<in^-room.— Another Sab- 
bath. This is one of those sweet days that seems to tell more 
of heaven than earth, richly harmonizing with the sanctity of 
the day. This morning we were favoured with one of J. H.'s 
excellent sermons, so comprehensive, so unmistakably clear, so 
fiill of love, and withal, so evidently the offspring of a talented 
mind, that it could not fail to please even the most unconcerned 
hearers. How acceptable and refreshing did I feel his words, es- 
pecially some parts that seemed to me so sweetly adapted to my 
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own case. He addressed so beautifully those in prosperity, who 
have, nevertheless, been given to feel their own sinful state and 
have the humble hope that, for their dear Saviour's sake, their 
sins shall be forgiven them ; sympathizing kindly with those who 
more often feel evil with them when they would do good ; these 
he also encouraged to a more earnest seeking after the Holy 
Spirit, which is promised to those who ask for it, and which he 
said, is unmistakably our inheritance in these, as in former days. 
But my prayer has been, that while we love and praise the 
creature, we may not forget to exalt the Creator jfrom whom all 
blessings flow. 

Last Fourth-day I was 23: how increasingly speedy (apparently 
so) is the flight of time. I trust, if permitted to live through 
another year, I may endeavour to live more to the glory of God. 
Blessings still continue, wonderfully so, our cup is full even to 
running over, yet I am anxious always to remember how soon we 
might be called upon to drain the cup of sorrow. I am so thank- 
ful that amongst these many earthly blessings and muck 
happiness, I sometimes know what it is to long for " the rest that 
remaineth," though I feel a great unfitness for anything so pure, 
so holy. I desire more personally and fully to apply the pro- 
mised remedy to sinners, even Christ our Saviour. It is a great 
pleasure, when looking from things present to things eternal, to 
be able to comprehend and feel (though sometimes only for a 
moment) the infinite superiority and desirableness of the latter. 
The prospect of having our hitherto unbroken circle soon 
stripped of one dear member is strange and mingled, though I 
think it is right to submit cheerftdly even to these innovations. 

22nd of Eighth Months i856, — First-day afternoon. — ^life has 
been very pleasant to me of late. I have drunk rather largely 
of the love and friendship of others, which is my greatest enjoy- 
ment here, though, through imwatchfulness, I am afraid it has 
been a little to the clouding of heavenly things. Earth has 
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seemed dearer to me than that better world above, and the love 
of earthly friends has been more attractive to me than the love of 
my precious Saviour : this, I regret to say, has not caused me 
such sorrow as it should have done, though I feel how awful 
would my situation be were I suddenly called to a bed of sickness 
and death, if I had only a rejected Saviour to cry unto; yet, with 
all this before me, I find it strangely difficult to say, 

" Beturn, oh ! holy Dove return, 
Sweet messenger of rest ; 
I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
And drove thee from my breast." 

7th of Ninth Month, i856. — Another sweet Sabbath has dawned. 
I have been spending the morning alone in our own little 
sitting-room. Nature is looking very lovely, and it has led me to 
contemplate the Author of all these things. I have enjoyed 
thinking of heaven, and those who, I have no doubt, are resting 
there. I have thought of many, both poor and rich, that I doubt 
not are singing praises to God and the Lamb, and the prayer of 
my heart has been that we may be a gathered family there, 
through infinite mercy, in God's own good way and time. I 
have felt lately rather forcibly, how entirely it must be a work of 
grace to change the heart ; there is much here to bid us love 
earth and to bind us too closely to its passing attractions ; and it 
must indeed be a work of faith to lead us to set our affections 
on things we have rwt seen, but which are eternal, while so much 
remains below that we have seen and loved, but which is only 
temporal. For myself, therefore, and one or two others very 
especially (and for whom I pray), I feel how entirely it must be 
a work divine to draw our hearts to Heaven. " By grace ye are 
saved through faith, and that not of yourselves ; it is the gift of 
Grod." — Shall we not then ask for that gift ? 

4tk day of First Month, i857. — First-day aftemom, — Another 
year and I am still spared ; would that my desires could be more 

b2 
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earnest, to live to the praise and glory of a most tender and 
and merciful Father. I have lately known the joy of coming 
home, having been absent for several weeks ; the older I grow 
the sweeter is this home to me : a happy home is the greatest 
earthly blessing. Yesterday, a little circumstance occurred 
which I feel inclined to mention here : some one told me that 
the text, " Press toward the mark for the prize of the high 
calling in Christ Jesus," had been in her head all the day before 
for me ; it struck me as rather strange and made me feel grave 
and thoughtful for the rest of the day ; it seemed like a little 
message from Heaven, and I hope I endeavour to accept it in a 
right spirit ; perhaps it is sent as a little watchword. I think 
lately I have been too much in the enjoyment of outward things ; 
perhaps I have been mixing Grod and Mammon more than a true 
Christian can or ought to do. I do not think I have such a clear 
sense of the desirableness of heaven over earth as I have some- 
times enjoyed ; I do, therefore, long that I may receive this little 
text, as I am sure it was given me, in love, and feel the benefit of 
calling to remembrance " Press toward the mark, &c." I fear, 
however, whether I have yet learned to say imreservedly, "Lord, 
what wilt thou have me to do ?" My prayers are often weak and 
wandering, though at times I do enjoy the privilege very much, 
and I do earnestly trust that God hears and accepts my feeble 
petitions, for His dear Son's sake. Amen. 

i7th of Fifth Month, 4857. — First-day. — Came home yester- 
day, after three weeks' absence; there is so much "beauty 
in our home," that go where I may I find none I love so well, 
and it is always with feelings of delight that I retrace my steps 
thitherwards ; I wish I could look with a more abiding sense of its 
surpassing beauty, towards that home — that haven of rest, which 
I sometimes feel living desires after, but, alas ! I am such a child 
of the earth that the many blessings which surround- me 
here, though I wish to recognize them as from the hand of 
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a kind Father in heaven — do sometimes make me love life too 
much. The last two years, especially, have been times of almost 
uninterrupted happiness to me, and I believe I ought earnestly to 
endeavour to bear constantly in mind how soon I may be called 
to leave them, or they me ; then, alas ! what would my condition 
be if I did not feel my Saviour near ? I have just a fear that we 
are living almost too much in the enjoyment of the things of time 
and sense — things lawfiil in themselves perhaps, but becoming un- 
lawful and inexpedient if we abuse them by too great a love. 
I believe I ought to be very anxious to set a good example to my 
beloved brothers and sisters of living for another world, but I fear I 
fall very short in this as in all other things. Ah ! how I trust that 
my religion (what I have) is not a delusion, and that in a dying 
hour, I may not know what it is to be left to myself; in times of 
health, and when death appears very far off, it is easy to talk and 
think of dying, and beautiful, often, to think of going to a better 
country; but to my shrinking nature, unless I know very sensibly 
" the Everlasting Arms" to be underneath, I believe the approach 
of death will be appalling. I wish I could more fully realize the 
necessity of living well, living more to God and my Saviour than 
myself, and the need there is ever to bear very forcibly in mind, 
*' This is not thy rest." 

9th of Eighth Months i857. — First-day aftemocm, — ^We are 
almost on the eve of starting for Switzerland, how bright and 
joyous is the anticipation. I trust we may be favoured to return 
in safety; it involves some thoughts — ^leaving, saying farewell 
to so many dear ones behind, with the uncertainty of whether 
we shall meet again ; but it is a blessed thing to commend our- 
selves one and all into the care and keeping of our heavenly 
Father, believing he will do what is best for us. In going on a 
journey like this, I think it should not be m&rely for the pleasure 
of seeing new and wonderful beauties, though that must constitute 
a large portion of enjoyment, it strikes me we ought to endeavour 
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to return improved in every way — ^it is an era in our lives, some- 
thing to reckon by ; if favoured to return, I trust it may be with 
renewed desires to live less to myself, more to God and my 
fellow-creatures ; I also trust it may be with an enlarged heart, 
with passions more subdued and regulated, with follies left 
behind, with less love of earth, though with an expanded idea of 
its exquisite beauties and a fuller appreciation of them, and a 
clearer discernment of God in all things — then indeed, I should 
think I had not gone in vain, though I should not omit to say, 
with a deeper sense of my own unworthiness and my need of a 
Saviour, a fuller trust in Him, a greater love for Him, and an 
earnest desire to walk more faithfully in His steps — all this can 
only be obtained by a constant watchfiilness unto prayer. 

Since my last entry in this fragmentary journal much has 
happened ; the latest event, the parting with our dear brothers 
for school ; it is a sad breaking up, though I believe for their 
good. I enjoy to commit them into the keeping of Him who only 
is able to sustain. May that Saviour, who loves little children, 
watch over and love them ! It is very sweet to leave things in 
better hands, especially to commit those we really love to Him 
when circumstances forbid our exercising that influence per- 
sonally over them that we could, or think we could. I have had 
occasion to experience this lately. Oh! for a more resigned 
heart ; a heart content with what it may please Grod to give me 
as my portion here. How hard to flesh and blood to say unre- 
servedly, " Thy will be done." 

27th of Ninth Month, i857.— First-day. — Isasi Fifth-day 
evening, between 8 and 9, we entered once more our own 
home. Yes ; we have been to Switzerland ; it is in the annals of 
the past, but an abundant store of pleasant recollections, both of 
places and people, we have laid up for future rumination. It is 
a beautiful chapter in our lives, but the pages turned almost too 
quickly. We have been much blessed with fine weather and 
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good health — in fiict, everything. I have great reason to feel 
truly thankful to the Giver of all good. I trust, in some mea- 
sure, though it may be very small, that the desires I expressed 
before leaving home have been realised. I feel increasingly how 
needAil it is to keep a more constant watch over all my actions. 
It is strange that, when I wrote in this last, I recorded our 
brothers' departure for school, and our anticipated tour ; now I 
record the completion of that, and the anticipation of our 
brothers' return to-morrow, on account of indisposition in the 
school. 

On First-day morning, 14th of Second Month, 1858, 

preached from 1 Cor. v. 7 — " Christ our Passover is sacrificed 
for us ;" showing how, under the Old Dispensation, the Passover 
was a type to be believed in and observed once a year ; and how 
much better we are off now that Christ has really been sacrificed 
for us, and how we ought to feast on him daily and hourly. He 
pointed out the great importance of knowing and feeling Christ 
to be our Passover, and bade us all inquire of ourselves, " What 
think ye of Christ ?" saying how fer off we itiust be from Christ 
if we do not feel the importance of Him (as our sacrifice) to our 
souls. He also alluded to the object of our meeting together . 
saying how, also, too often, it simply denoted the rapid flight of 
time, bearing us so much nearer the solemn eternity which is 
approaching ; whereas, if we were living and feasting on Christ 
as our Passover, and unitedly seeking to be brought nearer to 
Him, what times of rejoicing they might be ! 

i9th of Sixth Month, i859, — First-day evening, — ^The present 
hour leads to much thankfulness ; a Sabbath eve all calm and 
still save the warbling of the birds, the merry laugh of childhood, 
and a sweet peal of bells inviting to the house of prayer. These 
thrill me almost with sadness ; they recall the earliest days of 
this dear happy home, when, upon my bed, I have listened to 
their chime ; and now they seem to tell me that my days are 
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numbered for hearing them from this spot in this capacity. Yes ; 
I am going to leave them, and much else that is near and dear 
to my heart. As the time draws nearer my feelings grow 
stronger, and, when alone, I cannot at times repress the tears 
that seem as if they must flow — and perhaps I need not. I 
scarcely dare look around me as I write ; everywhere something 
presents itself as irresistibly dear — the garden into which I am 
looking is most precious; all the trees and shrubs have their 
own peculiar interest and history. There is the ivy — ^the clus- 
tering ivy — near which we have taken so many evening meals ; 
the cypress, whose shades we have sought, with our books and 
work, on sunny afternoons; the elm and the beech, whose 
expansive branches have been oftimes as a shelter from the 
heat, and a favourite resort ; and the pretty sloping lawn, whose 
soft turf I have so often trodden in sweet loving counsel or con- 
solation with parent, brother, sister, or friend; but the time 
draws quickly on when I must bid a long farewell to all these 
scenes. Yet, on the other hand, I am very happy in the pros- 
pect before me ; most happy in the love that I trust and believe 
my Heavenly Father has bestowed on me; and with that 
Father's help, I trust I shall make a loving, devoted wife, and 
be and do all I know is expected of me. I go to a new and 
large circle ; many loving hearts are awaiting me ; and oh ! 
may I be enabled to fulfil all new duties to the praise and glory 
of God. In myself I am weak and helpless as a child ; but " I 
can do all things through Christ, which strengtheneth me." Oh ! 
for a close abiding in Him at all times and on all occasions ; 
then hard things become easy. But whilst I look forward to 
the future, and many bright visions shine in upon me, I am 
often made very sensible of the uncertainty of all things here. 
I think I have learned to "rejoice with trembling;" and since 
there is nothing good in ourselves and of ourselves, may I not 
hope that it is the Spirit of Grod that has taught me this ; and^ 
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fiirther, may I not hope that " as many as are led by the Spirit 
of God, they are the sons of God ?" May I not hope that I, all 
unworthy as I am, am one of God's little ones. And this 
uncertainty of all things here leads not to unhappiness. I am 
not filled with dread forebodings of things to come, and fears 
that I may never know the accomplishment of our engagement. 
I feel a calm trust that God will give or withhold from me just 
what He sees best ; only, I ask for grace sufficient to bear what- 
ever of affliction He may see meet to lay upon me. Hitherto 
we have been remarkably spared. Death has never crossed our 
threshold ; but we know not how soon his angel may be sent 
to us. Our cup seems full to overflowing; and I trust our 
hearts rise in thankfulness to the Giver of all good. I trust the 
ki88 has worked for us as well as the rod has for many others. 
Sometimes the thought of heaven seems brighter and more 
beautiful than I can tell ; it seems like a little foretaste, but at 
other times I am altogether an earth-worm. 



END OF THE SABBATH JOURNAL. 
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FRAGMENTS. 

I DO earnestly long and crave after a quiet self-possessed 
manner, which shall always so abide with me that it will help 
me to meet all the demands made on my attention, whether of 
a trying or exciting kind, in domestic and social life. By nature 
I am weak and timid, and sometimes overcome with a sort of 
nervous shyness which I am sorry to say has grown upon me 
more of late, and which, in a measure, destroys my peace, and 
affects my happiness. Sometimes at trifles my heart flutters, 
and my very hands feel weak with fear. Alas ! why all these 
fears ? Is it that I am afraid of my fellow-creatures ? if so, 
how feolish. Or, is it the want of a greater simplicity ? if so, 
how lamentable. Why should we fear our fellow-creatures? 
All made of one flesh ; all heirs to the same weaknesses by nature 
(though in very different degrees) ; all heirs to the same pros- 
pects through grace. How much wiser if I could be constantly 
regarding others with that perfect love which casteth out fear; 
and love them more for their own sokes and the good that is in 
them, than for anything they may feel towards me, which is 
selfishly looked after too much ; and could I always so view the 
things of time in comparison with the things of eternity ; could 
I also so regard myself as one of God's children, and account- 
able to Him, and not unto man, I think I should then arrive 
at a steadier aim in life, and should experience more often and 
more abundantly that perfect peace which is the promised por- 
tion of those whose minds are stayed upon Grod, and who trust 
in Him. I can acknowledge that I have learnt to look much 
away from myself, and to count on the promises which I believe 
may be applied to the diflSculties of daily life ; and so, in this 
respect, I can feel thankful for the trial. 



The 31st and 32nd verses of the 4th chapter of Ephesians, 
following so immediately on that which says, " And grieve not 
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the holy Spirit of Grod," seem to infer that one of the gi*eatest 
griefs to Dhe Holy Ghost must be when we indulge in bitterness, 
wrath, anger, clamour, evil speaking, and malice, or they would 
not have been named in such close connection with it. Here, 
then, is, or ought to be, a powerful incentive to be " kind one to 
another;" "forgiving one another, even as God, for Christ's 
sake, hath forgiven you." 



Another Sabbath's sun was shining on the little town of ; 

another Sabbath's bells were ringing the accustomed chimes. 
Already at early morn the death-knell had gone forth for the 
departed ones. But sadder strains than these had yet to be 
heard ; wild cries and looks, hastening to and fro, anxious 
inquiries on all sides, hasty intelligence from one to another; 
and then the truth was unfolded, and all cried, "He is 
drowned !" " Is it not melancholy ?" " Is it not sad ?" And, 
truly, it was sad. A young man in the first, fresh prime of life. 
How Httle did he think when he rose that morning it was for 
the last time ! How little did he think when he crossed the 
threshold that he must next be borne in lifeless and helpless — a 
corpse ! Did he pray that morning — that last morning of his 
life ? Did he pray that previous evening — that last evening of 
his life ? We will hope he did. And if he had known it was 
his last evening and morning, would he not have prayed ! Oh ! 
how earnestly. But we must close the eye of scrutiny ; none 
of our lives would bear it, were not the cloak of redemption 
in mercy thrown over us ; were not the righteousness of Jesus 
imparted as our own. It is not for one man to judge another ; 
it is not for us to lift the veil of futurity. We walk with our 
friends on earth ; we see them smitten by the hand of death ; we 
follow them to the tomb, and there we must leave them — we can 
go no further. How earnest should each be that these warnings 
may truly serve as warnings to ourselves and others. While 
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there is life there is hope ; but " as the tree falls so it lies." For 
our brother who is taken away let us trust that 

Between his struggles and the wave 
He mercy asked — God mercy gaye. 



"FOR EVER WITH THE LORD." 

To live for ever with the Lord 

Without alloy; 
To live, to love, in courts above — 

That thought is joy. 

To live for ever with the Lord 

In heaven above. 
Where not a groan of sin is known — 

That thought is love. 

To live for ever with the Lord ; 

To see His face ; 
To join the throng in chorus tongue — 

That thought is grace. 

To live for ever with the Lord, 

Nor ever miss 
Again our heavenly light or visions bright — 

That thought is bliss. 

To live for ever with the Lord, 

Then let us pray 
That grace from God may mark our road. 
And point the way. 

L. A. 
FivBt-^y evening J ChrUtmas Eve, 1854. 
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I think the very acme of politeness and good breeding is that 
where those who belong to, and take an every-day part in, what 
is called good society, and can grace this, can also behave to all 
with whom they come in contact, whether one, two, or three 
grades below themselves, in such a manner as will put to flight 
all uneasy and embarrassed feelings as might and do exist with 
those who are often made shamefully sensible of the difference 
of circumstances. How little! how unworthy this respect of 
persons ! how utterly at variance with the Divine character I 



There are places — do ye know them ? 

We have loved in days of yore, 
Linked with fond associations, 

But they are not as before : 
Friends departed seek the haunts with us no more. 

Hearts once knit with fond affection 

Death long since has torn apart; 
Saddened thus our recollection, 

Very sore is sorrow's smart ; 
Very deep the wound inflicted — who shall bind the broken heart ? 

Do ye mind the ancient willow, 

And the streamlet by the rail ? 
How we called each ripple — billow ; 
Bid our paper vessel sail 
On its surface, dint of pushing, when all other art would fail. 

And the ruined gate and archway. 

With the ivy-clustered tower. 
How we clambered in youth's hey-day ; 

Left unsought no hidden bower. 
Lingering till the waning sun-rays told the lateness of the hour. 
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Shan these spots, then, stand deserted ? 

Shall we not with pleasure trace 
That in memory deep inserted, 
That which time cannot efface ? 
But alas ! each haunt was vacant, missing each familiar face. 

Early friends ! in vain our calling ; 

Words awaken not the dead. 
Echo's answer " Where ?" is galling ; 
And we turn with quiet dread 
To the grassy mounds that bid us tread with very gentle tread. 



" But Mary stood without at the sepulchre, weeping. And she 
turned herself back, and saw Jesus standing, and knew not that 
it was Jesus. Jesus saith unto her, Woman, why weepest thou? 
She, supposing him to be the gardener, saith unto him. Sir, if 
thou have borne him hence, tell me where thou hast laid him. 
Jesus saith unto her, Mary. She turned herself, and saith unto 
him, Rabboni." 

Mary stood without and wept 

Where she knew her Lord had been ; 
Watched and waited, for she knew not 
That already He was seen. 

" Sir, if thou hast borne Him hence. 

Tell me where my Lord is laid." 
Jesus turned, and called her " Mary;*' 
' Rabboni " — ^Master — she replied. 



"1 



Even now is Jesus smiling 

O'er the weeping, seeking here ; 

They so weak feel not His presence ; 
Though unseen He's standing near. 
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Till^as then He whispers " Mary," 

We like her stand bowed with grief; 
Turning we behold our Lord 

Waiting, offering relief. 

Courage, then, faint-hearted ones ! 

Weak in faith, though wishing strong. 
Though ye sorrow, trust your Saviour, 

For He will not keep you long. 

When, through sin. He seems departed, 

As if one had borne him hence ; 
Then He waits to whisper " Mary " 

In our weeping penitence. 



When passion is stirring the easy-moved heart. 

And ready to burst from within, 
Ah ! then is the moment for spiritual fight, 

To conquer this evil of sin. 

When passion is curling the pale trembling lip. 
And the quick angry word is nigh spoken ; 

Ah ! then is the moment to quench the harsh tone, 
Ere the spell of affection be broken. 

Oh ! that spell of affection, how sacred the trust ! 

How fragile and tender the tie ! 
That links our young hearts with a chain of pure love ; 

Then cherish, nor cause it to die. 

When Jesus came down from His mansion above, 

And taunts were oft added to pain ; 
He threatened not, hated, nor caused them to curse, 

But love was his answer again. 
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Oh ! for that haven where passions shall cease' 
And where love shall eternally reign ; 

When angels their praises for ever shall sing 
To the Lamb who for sinners was slain. 

But quietly waiting, abiding the time, 
Must we pass on our pilgrimage here ; 

Nor ask for one hour to shorten, or one 
To lengthen, our destined career. 

Let us pray that our prayers may more fervently be 

Uplift to our Father in heaven. 
That whatever the burden we may have to bear, 

Equal strength for it too shall be given. 



" Whether therefore ye eat, or drink, or whatsoever ye do, do 
all to the glory of God."— i. Cor., x. 31. 

The gross wickedness of the world at large, and worse still, 
the glowing inconsistencies of professing Christians, and the daily 
and hourly neglect of this important command, lead us to won- 
der how this text is to be literally carried out ; but if we look 
attentively at it in all its bearings and prayerfully regard it, I 
believe we shall find that Paul's injunction is not unattainable, 
and, indeed, the Christian's daily delight. 

It is carried down to the lowest employments of life and is 
equally applicable to rich or poor : " whether we eat op whether 
we drink" — at first it sounds strange, but on consideration it is 
very plain ; it is our duty to eat and drink, because they are the 
means whereby Grod has provided our sustenance, but it is also 
our duty to do all in moderation : the glutton eats not to the 
glory of Grod, and the drunkard drinks not to the glory of Grod, 
because they abuse his goodness ; we eat to live, not live to eat, 
and those who earn their bread honestly and eat it thankfully, 
and drink in moderation— those are they who eat and drink to 
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the glory of Grod. Man as created in the beginning lived as 
the angels in heaven, but since the fall he is obliged to live 
and earn his bread by the sweat of his brow, and the poor frail 
body needs often refreshment : we ought, then, to reckon it a 
high privilege that God condescends to feel glorified when his 
fallen creatures fulfil, according to their small measure, the de- 
signs which the fall of Adam brought upon them. Let us look 
fiirther, " Whatsoever ye do," whether we dress, or go to school, 
or enjoy a pleasant vacation, or take photographs, or make a 
journey, or marry — we are told to do all to the glory of God. 
"Whether we dress" — here again, we must remember that 
clothing ourselves is entailed upon us since the fall of man, and 
it has been remarked how strange a thing it is that we should 
allow this curse to occupy so much of our time and attention, 
and make it our glory, though the providing for clothes must 
necessarily take a good deal of time, especially where families 
are large and means small; and I do not think we are un- 
warranted in exercising, to some degree, our taste in the choice 
of garments. God has richly arrayed His creatures — the birds 
with bright plumage, the trees and flowers with fair colours, and 
so long as we are endeavouring to keep within bounds and make 
simplicity, neatness, and cleanliness our aim, remembering Paul's 
other injunction, "Whose adorning, let it not be that outward 
adorning of plaiting the hair and of wearing of gold, or of putting 
on of apparel," and so setting a becoming example to all, we are 
only fulfilling another design which the fall has brought upon 
us. Thus we may dress to the glory of God ; but those who 
appear as if they lived to dress, and keep others " rising up 
early and sitting up late and eating the bread of sorrow," and 
all to gratify some foolish pride, and parade and make a show of 
themselves, and spend all their money on their poor perishing 
bodies — these dress not to the "glory of God." 

" Whether we go to school." That boy who leaves the parental 
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roof, with earaest desires to fulfil the wishes of those who re- 
luctantly part with him, and determines to redeem the time by 
diligent application to study, thankfully receiring all as from 
God ; who carries a spirit of kindness and love amongst his 
schoolfellows ; who aims in all things to set a good example ; 
who learns in earnest, and plays in earnest ; who comes home 
with a beam of happiness and affection sparkling in his eye — this 
boy goes to school to the glory of Grod ; though there may be much 
detail in the school and play rooms, where we may fancy the glory 
of God is not concerned at all ; but when we remember those 
solemn words, " Thou God seest me" — seest me at all times, 
always and everywhere, oiu* actions must tend either to Grod's 
glory or otherwise : a boy, in every respect the reverse of all this, 
and, alas ! there are too many — that boy would not go to school 
to the "glory of God/' 

" Whether we take photographs." This is bringing it down 
to the trifles, the little pleasures, of life ; but I want to show that 
even in these things God's glory is not abused so long as the 
right spirit is prevailing. We are so constituted as to need some 
recreation : some prefer it in one form, some in another ; but the 
great care should be to keep things in subordination, remember- 
ing the abuse of lawful things — the loving them too much — 
renders them unlawful. So, whether we take photographs, or 
cultivate gardens, or exercise our taste in any kind of fancy 
work, or drawing, or painting, or playing music ; these only are 
lawful so long as we feel they are not taking undue time and 
attention. We may, too, carry out the beautiful command of 
"loving our neighbour as ourselves,'* by having an eye to 
pleasing others — by our own recreations. Here, then, we may 
bring " glory to God.'* 

" Whether we take a journey." Here, I think, e^ecially, 
the earnest Christian has an opportunity of bringing glory to 
God. Since earth is so beautiful, and God in his goodness has 
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given so " richly all things to enjoy," it seems right for those 
who have time and means to go forth to seek new beauties ; to 
have our eyes opened to the wondrous, the magnificent works 
which testify so loudly of their and our Creator's almighty 
power ; to have our hearts more enlarged with a sense of His 
love towards us. And there are many opportunities for the 
traveller to show on whose side he is ; to set a good example to 
his fellow-travellers, and thus of bringing glory to God. But 
the reverse of this picture is sadly too prominent in life's im- 
portant picture gallery; and the careless youth, who wanders 
carelessly up and down, perhaps for the sake of killing time ; 
who gives way to sin with less fear, because he is away from 
home and home scrutiny ; who even lets go altogether the little 
respect he has for religion in his own land : he travels not to the 
^'glory of God." 

" Whether we marry." Yet this one example, and it shall 
suffice. Another of Paul's injunctions is, that " they that have 
wives be as though they had none," thereby inferring that even 
this tenderest of all earthly ties must be held lightly — must be 
held in subjection to that higher and more enduring love ; so 
that although human love is justifiable and right, and marriage 
a divine institution, and a very solemn one, yet if we marry with 
only a regard to our own earthly happiness, and choose our 
partners with a view to worldly prosperity, and make not reli- 
gion the chief spring of action in the home ; and care to please 
each other more than the Lord ; these marry not to the glory of 
God, and thus abuse and make unlawful what, if rightly entered 
upon, is lawful and beautiful. And so we might take everything 
that makes up our lives here below. There are two sides to all 
the pictures— a right and a wrong way of doing everything ; 
two paths for us to choose — two masters for us to choose ; either 
we must " hate the one and love the other," or else we must 
*' hold to the one and despise the other ;" we " cannot serve God 
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and mammon." And so in all our doings ; we may either bring 
glory to God, or bring it not. But he who walks humbly and 
consistently, anxious to serve and please his God and Saviour in 
all things ; who lives much in the spirit of prayer ; who seeks 
after the mind of Christ; who loves his neighbour as himself; 
who daily and hourly endeavours to bring his natural passions 
into subjection, — he cannot fail to bring " glory to God,'' and 
God will honour him, since He has said, " Them that honour me 
I will honour, but they that despise me I will lightly esteem." 
'* In all thy ways acknowledge him, and he shall direct thy 
paths." — Proverbs iii. 6. 



" For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to keep thee 
in all thy ways." — Psalm xci. 11. 

And who are these angels ? Even they who serve day and 
night in the temple ; who breathe in an atmosphere of untainted 
purity and love; who are in the immediate presence of the 
Triune God, and so come with a special charge and message 
from the Eternal Throne to watch over the children of earth. 
Believing Scripture, then, to be literally true, and the promises 
unfailing, how exquisite is the idea ! Let us imagine, for instance, 
the orphan babe, apparently left to the mercy of strangers, 
resting under the unseen shadow of an angel's downy wing, all 
spotless and white, and so " keeping them in all their ways." 
And may we not ftirther suppose this guardian angel to be the 
redeemed spirit of the departed mother ; for who can tell of the 
joys and privileges of the sainted ones ? And thou, O youth ! 
shall not some spirit attend unseen thy dangerous path; that 
path beset with temptations, whether it lead across the briny 
ocean, apart from all kindred and home, or whether in the 
nearer, though not less vicious, haunts of the crowded city. 
Surely thou art needing some angel's charge *' to keep thee in all 
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thy ways." And thou, too, O worldling ! who hast run a long, 
long course in pleasure, so called, and sin ; who art turning with 
a sickened heart from all the world can offer ; yet too undecided 
and wavering to choose the narrow way — is there not some 
gentle spirit who is keeping watch for thine ? who is breathing 
a prayer and shedding a tear for thee ? or, better still, one passed 
into the heavens, and, as one of God's holy angels, keeping 
watch over the dear ones left behind, and so keeping thee from 
falling deeper into the gulf of darkness, despair, and ruin. But 
to leave the imaginary, and to turn to the reality of Scriptural 
words, who are these so especially told they shall have this 
charge kept over them ? Not the infidel, or the scoffer, or the 
sceptic ; not the self-righteous, who thinks to take care of him- 
self, or the phai'isee, or the hypocrite, who are ever deceiving 
themselves and others, but " he that dwelleth in the secret place 
of the Most High." " Because thou hast made the Lord which 
is my refuge, even the Most High, thy habitation, there shall 
no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwell- 
ing. For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to keep thee 
in all thy ways." And many other promises are added there- 
unto. 



LINES 

Written for a Juvenile Essay Meeting. 

Come, pretty infant, come ! 

And list to the noise of the bee's sweet hum. 

Robbing the flowers ; 
For the bright honey drops that are by them shed. 
Have to the winged ones temptation spread 

For passing the hours ! 
Come, pretty infant, come ! 
And list to the noise of the bee's sweet hum. 
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Hark, pretty infant, hark ! 

To the warbling notes of the blithe skylark. 

Steering for heaven ; 
For lo ! she is up, and is singing praise ; 
To the God of nature her sweetest lays 

Are early given ; 
Hark, pretty infant, hark ! 
To the warbling notes of the blithe skylark. 

Look, pretty infant, look ! 

At the bubbling drops of the curling brook. 

As it murmurs past ; 
For the sun has already his bright rays sent, 
And has to all nature rich colours lent, 

With rainbowish cast. 
Look, pretty infant, look ! 
At the bubbling drops of the curling brook- 
Stay, pretty infant, stay ! 
And think on thyself and life's fleeting day, 

As swiftly it flies ; 
For alas ! ere eve's dusky grey has come, 
Long mayst thou have slept in the silent tomb. 

So quickly man dies. 
Stay, pretty infant, stay ! 
And think on thyself and life's fleeting day. 

Pray, pretty infant, pray ! 

For a happy home at the end of thy day. 

In heaven above. 
Ask that a Saviour who ever is near. 
May show His bright fiuje thy faint heart to cheer ; 

And shed forth His love. 
Pray, pretty infent, pray ! 
For a happy home at the end of thy day. 
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^*MY SPIRIT KEEPETH WATCH FOR THINE." 

Not in hours of midnight only, 

When the quiet all is mine, 
Not alone in days most lonely, 

Has my spirit watched for thine ; 
In the daylight, fair and free, 

I have breathed a prayer for thee. 

In the hour of solemn midnight. 
When the world is hushed in sleep, 

And the angels gently watching. 
Can alone their vigils keep. 

When the quiet all is mine. 
Has my spirit watched for thine. 

When the evening incense breathing, 
Bowing at our Father's throne, 

I have asked that Father's blessing 
For myself and for my own ; 

Then upon the bended knee, 

Have I breathed a prayer for thee. 

And at times, with heart oppressed, 
life has seemed a dreary way, 

When I found in tears a rest, 
As the sorrow-stricken may, 

Then, when none but God could see, 
I have wept a tear for thee. 
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With the future veiled before, me, 
I in faith would pass along, 

'Till I reach the homie above me, 
'Till I join the angel throng ; 

While this fleeting breath is mine, 
Shall my spirit watch for thine. 

And in realms of endless joy, 

Purchased with our Saviour's love. 

Who can tell the sweet employ 
Of the sainted ones above ! 

Even then my charge may be, 
That I keep a watch for thee. 

L. A. 



GOD'S WAYS ARE NOT OUR WAYS." 

Did the path that most allures us. 

Always fall within our reach, 
Then were nothmg left to tell us, 

God's it is, not man's, to teach. 
Ever prone are we to stray 
From the true, the narrow way ; 
Could the friend that most beguiles us 

Always at our call be nigh — 
Always nigh to soothe, to give us 

Smiles or t«ars of sympathy ; 
Then alas ! how cold the love ! 

Then alas ! how slight the tie ! 
We should feel for Him above— 

Him, who died on Calvary ! 
28th of Tenth Month, i855.Sahbath Evening. 
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AN ACROSTIC. 

J OTS of heaven, pure and lasting, 
A nimate my aching sight ; 
N ow bedimmed with earth's rude blasting, 
E ver spoiled with earthly blight. 
A sk, and happiness shall be, 
S aved for an eternity. 
H earts now rent with pain and smarting, 
B less the promise for the free — 
Y onder there shall be no parting. L. A. 

9th of Eleventh Month, i855. 



A SONG OF FAREWELL. 

Written for the Staines Essay Meeting. 

Seeing now that we're assembled, 
Assembled for the last occasion, 
When, as now, we meet together 
For the purpose — ^the sole purpose— 
Of imparting and receiving ; 
For the purpose of enjoying. 
In this mingling, this partaking. 
One another's thoughts and feelings. 
For the purpose of rejoicing 
In the sunshine, in the sunbeams, 
Of each other's thoughts and feelings, 
Kindly looks and pleasant smilings. 
Now, I say, that we're assembled 
For the last time of this season ; — 
Suddenly the thought has struck me : 
Like the lightning it has hit me : 
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Shall I write and lay before you, 

In this quaint, old-fashioned manner 

(For it may give force to matter), 

Just a few thoughts that have struck me. 

And I fancy that I hear you 

Kindly saying Ja wohl, smiling. 

Giving yes, with kind consentings ; 

So I answer, so I tell you, 

That it seems to me a good thing 

That we thus oft meet together ; 

Does it not increase the oneness. 

Strengthen Liebj and strengthen Freundschaft^ 

Strengthen love and strengthen friendship ? 

Help to draw the bonds of Eintracht t 

Tighter draw the bonds of union 

With a close and fest cementing. 

Like the mortar in a building ? 

Has it not awaked desire for 

Learning, searching, reading, seeking ; 

Taught us all how sweet a mixture 

Intellect and social joy is ? 

Have we not all, more or less, felt, 

Felt a Sehnmcht, felt a yearning ; 

After more and more still yearning ? 

Felt desire to go and linger 

Near the gates of Knowledge Temple, 

Tread within the' veil and linger 

Till the mind increase in stature ; 

Till the soul shall swell with longing 

For the higher, ever higher. 

For the goal we may attain to ? 

Other duties though a claim have 
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On our ZeU and Aufmerksamkeit, 
On our time and our attention ; 
Social and domestic duties, 
Small themselves, and seeming smaller, 
Yet important, since a whole is, 
Formed of littles — very littles ; 
Like the sand unto the shore is, 
like the pebbles unto strands are. 
And like drops of rain to rivers, 
All such atoms — yet important. 
Since the mighty whole they make up ; 
Every one a space to fill has. 
Some a smaller, some a larger — 
These refusing, these denying — 
Vacant spaces, awkward gaps are 
Left unfilled, untouched for ever ; 
For each one his own allotment. 
Each his own appointed sphere has. 
Oh ! ye Tochter! oh ! ye daughters ! 
Not a small share falls to your lot ; 
Ever keep in mind that woman 
Must forbear with great forbearance. 
Must endure with long endurance ; 
Much of patience you should cherish. 
Much of even temper cherish. 
Or our homes are fi-aught with cavil. 
Which a woman's tongue may help to. 
If not kept in right restriction. 
But her influence, well directed. 
Like the springs unto the watch are — 
Keeping Ordnung, keeping order. 
Flowing deep as hidden streams do. 
Out of sight, yet always flowing ; 
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Many claims are on your kindness, 
Loud the calls are on your kindness, 
Little thwarts must often thwart you. 
Break the plans that you had planned, you ; 
You must learn to tread the sick room. 
Fan the throbbing head and temples, 
Smo*oth the pillow, whisper comfort ; 
Learn to look on sights that pain you. 
Learn to lighten other's burdens ; 
Early learn to help the Armen, 
Early learn to help the poor man. 
Oh! ye Tochter! oh! ye daughters! 
Then remember that your place is 
No small place for you to fill up. 
Differing widely, but as useful 
Sbhne, sons, your sphere is also ; 
Harder toil your firames are framed for, 
Stronger hearts and stronger sinews. 
Nerves too of a rougher nature ; 
Beautiful the adaptation, 
Backs so fitted to the burden, 
Means thus for the end appointed ; 
Grasping minds to grapple strongly 
With this tiresome world, — ^the restless ; 
Government disputes to settle ; 
Nations' laws to fix and settle, 
For the world is but a Schule, 
Like a school, and oft unruly, 
Ever must be, kept in order ; 
Often getting into mischief. 
Falling into tricks and mischief. 
Oh ! ye Sohne, sons of labour. 
There is work enough to last you 
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Till the hour of death shall blast you ; 

Work enough for sons and daughters, 

Till the world shall no more know you, 

Till ye all away shaQ hie ye. 

But how fast and far I've wandered, 

Thoughts have flowed in quick succession, 

Passing on like little riplets 

On the river's quiet surface. 

Riplets cease your little rippling. 

Flow back to the source you sprang from ; 

I shall tire Geduld, the patience. 

Tire the patience of my hearers. 

I must write a Lebwohl, farewell. 

Write a farewell to this season ; 

Say farewell to Winter's coldness. 

Winter's frosts and Winter's coldness. 

Friihling, Spring, is stepping towards us, 

Gently stepping in her beauty. 

Bearing in her hand earth's bounties, 

Blumen flowers her train attending ; 

Like the satellites of heaven 

On the Queen of Night attending. , 

But the cold east winds are blowing, 

Cheering no one, pleasing no one ; 

Thus reminding in their blowing 

How no earthly joy is perfect ; 

How amidst our joy is sorrow ; 

How the sweets are mixed with bitter ; 

How the rose conceals the sharp thorn. 

Good for us that joy is broken. 

Good that pain is mixed with pleasure ; 

We too fond of earth should soon be 

Did we ever smoothly glide on ; 
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So in wisdom 'tis denied us. 

Thus our glance is turned to Himmel, 

Heavenward our glance is turned. 

We, in faith, must wait the city, 

City too that hath foundation. 

Much of late has served to warn us. 

Much of late has served to tell us, 

Here is not our rest, our Euhe, 

Death is holding still his sickle, 

Ever cutting down the flowers, 

Cutting down the sweetest flowers ; 

Stalking forth in pleasant gardens, 

Seeking for the choicest flowret ; 

He is walking, he is stalking, 

With the sickle in his right hand. 

" list," he says ; " this gentle blossom 

Must not longer with you linger ; 

For the King of Heaven has sent me, 

Bid me bear her from among you, 

To the land where soft winds only. 

Only where soft winds are playing ; 

Bidding me transplant her thither." 

But alas ! fast tears are flowing, 

For the mourners fain would keep her ; 

Keep her from a world so fair. 

^* Nein; nein! — no ; no !" I can hear them. 

Hear them saying, " Do not take her ; 

Stay the hand of death upon us ; 

Take our loveliest not away." 

Death again replying softly. 

Softly bids the mourners, " Hush ye ! 

Dry your tears, and cease your wailings, 

Know ye not the heavenly gamer 
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Still unfilled is — waits for filling ? 
Know ye not the King oft sends me, 
Bids me oft the brightest bring home ?" 
Thus your loved one, gently blooming, 
Midst the rough winds,' midst the cold winds, 
She has bloomed for brighter regions ; 
She has heard amidst the roughness, 
Heard the still small voice a calling. 
Early gave her heart to heaven. 
Now for ever there she blossoms. 
Know ye not when suns are setting, 
Brightest are their beams at setting ? 
Thus our flow'rs are cull'd at brightest. 
Not allowed to fade and wither. 
Not allowed to droop and wither. 
Midst the earth's rude bluflfs and blastings. 
Oh ! ye mourners, cease your mournings. 
Dry your tears and cease your wailings ; 
She not dead is, only sleepeth ; 
Is "not lost, but gone before you.'' 

But a Lebwohl — ^but a Farewell, 
I will whisper, I will give you. 
Let us hope another Winter 
Shall behold us yet assembled, 
Shall behold a re-assembling 
For the purpose, the sole purpose. 
Of imparting and receiving ; 
For the purpose of enjoying. 
In this mingling, this partaking. 
One another's thoughts and feelings. 

1855. 
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"WHENCE COME THE ANGELS r 

Come not the angels from heaven above, 
Telling of happiness, telling of love. 
Telling of joys in the distant sphere. 
Which mortals may not share whilst here ? 
Or is it from some realms away, 
Far in the dim unknown they lay ? 
Never revealed to our human ken. 
Soaring far from the haunts of men ; 
Wrapt in their purity, feasting on bliss. 
Deign they to stoop to a world like this ? 
Deign they, with their wondrous gaze. 
Look through our motley, earthy nrsize ! 
And, with a magic touch to raise 
Grovelling hearts to the hymn of praise ? 
Stamped with an impress holy — high, 
Veiled in Heaven's sublimity — 
May they hover with spreading wings. 
Bow and partake in earth's meaner things ! 

Say, who hath been to the world above. 
To tell of angels — their deeds of love ? 
Who can guess of the seraph's employ, 
Whence is the Fountain they draw their joy ? 
Fountain of love— celestial bliss. 
Only spring with a stream like this — 
Thence are their labours fraught with joy, 
Thence may the angels know employ ; — 
Yes — 'tis a beauteous life they lead, 
Love is the stamp on their every deed, 
Spoiled by no earthly dross or weed ; 
Theirs is a blessed ministry. 
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Softly down on the sorrowing here 

They look, and bedew with a heavenly tear ; 

Tear ! yes, e'en this do the angels know, 

Tho' not like ours of toil or woe. 

But tears that they only can shed do flow. 

From these that are veiled in mystery. 

Gently down from elysian skies 

They bow their ears to hear our cries — 

Never refusing to sympathize. 

And all with an angel's sympathy. 

But so hush'd — so still — the spiritual ear 

Alone can discern when their presence is near ; 

So hasty the vision — so upward the flight, 

This only is seen with a spiritual light. 

And this, while we wonder, has fled from our sight. 

Was it a phantom ? the dream of a day — 

Tell me if falsehood is lurking, oh ! say ? 

No, the print of a foot I have marked by the way, 

And I know from the glance that I caught by the ray 

Which illumined the spot as he passed on his way, 

Twas an angeVs footprint that shall know no decay. 

" Oh ! how the angels love mankind," 
How, in our sorrows, grief they find. 
How, in our joys, their joys are twined ; 
Thus is a union formed — combined ; 
Yet 'tis a sacred mystery. 
Sinner repentant, thou mayst not know, 
How angels have watched and felt thy woe ; 
Thou mayst not imagine the joy they feel. 
As when the great redemption seal 
Stamped for thee Heaven's own liberty ! 
Nor gentle babe to thee is given 
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To know the claim thou hast in heaven ; 
To know how angels have kept thy bed, 
And watched — ^when nature's own has fled, 
And thrown their mantle o'er thy head — 
The while thy baby spirit led 
Mid visions sweet and heavenly. 
Mourner, who sits apart to mourn 
The friend from thy tender bosom torn ; 
Hast thou not oft at eventide. 
When sleep, with quiet hand would guide 
Thy spirit through realms of mystery ; 
Hast thou not heard the kindly voice, 
That bids thy weeping heart rejoice ? 
And this with a savour of Jesus' love. 
And tones that tell of a home above, 
All with an angel's minstrelsy. 

Oh ! joyous throng, we may not see 
The glorious haimts of your liberty ; 
We may not know in our tarriance here. 
Of aught that pertains to the angel sphere ; 
We hail your approach, but we cannot tell 
The hidden joy of your magic spell ; 
But wonders now veiled from mortal sight 
Shall burst one day with a heavenly light. 
And ransomed sinners be robed in white ! 

20ih of Twelfth Month, i855. 



A REST IN THE HAVEN. 
T?is sweet in the hour of wrapt contemplation. 
When nature seems wearied and seeking a rest. 
Our souls to commend to a blest meditation, 
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For awhile that true calmness our lives would invest ; 
Yes, 'tis sweet for a moment thus breaking the thrall, 
But a rest in the haven 't were better than all ! 

Tis sweet in the hour when friends gather round us, 
To cull the delights their true friendship affords, 
To draw from the love, like a halo that 's o'er us. 
The joy that enlivens and strengthens the cords ; 
Ah ! yes, this is sweetness unmixed with the gall. 
But a rest in the haven — 't were better than all ! 

And 'tis sweet too at night, when calm sleep is alluring 
Bright dreams from a land more delicious, more fair, 
Than thisy where the need for a constant enduring 
Oft prompts the desire to quit, and be there ; 
Yes, these rev'ries are sweet, but they break not the thrall. 
And a rest in the haven — 'twere better than all ! 

But best is the spirit of calm resignation, 

That bends the stiff heart to the will of its God ; 

That craves not the joys of perverse inclination. 

Though severe be the struggle, and hard seem the rod: 

Abiding in quiet, let us wait for the call — 

Then the rest in the haven — 't were sweeter than all ! 



Prater seems to me to be the very hinge of religion. We are 
told we are saved " by grace through faith, and that not of our- 
selves ; it is the gift of God." And as this gift, and all others 
that God has promised, must come by our asking ; and as our 
Heavenly Father has promised to be a prayer-hearing and 
answering Grod, it will be our own fault if we do not ask for 
that of which we stand in such great need ; though, for hidden 
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and wise purposes, the answer may seem long in coming, and 
some especially seem tried almost to an extreme ; but even these 
will feel that prayer, as well as the hinge, is also the handle 
for working it, since prayer helps prayer ; hence the petition, 
" Lord, teach us how to pray." 



I HAVE listened to the warbling birds, 
When my heart was light and gay. 
When youth's bright sunshine lit my path, 
And cheered each passing day. 
Alone I've sat in summer bowers. 
And pensive thought on bygone hours. 
While nature's songsters, glad and free, 
Have helped me in my reverie. 

I have listened to the murmuring brook, 
When my heart was sad and low. 
When sorrow's hand was o'er my head, 
And tears Avere wont to flow. 
Alone I have watched the restless stream. 
And matched it with Life's troubled dream ; 
But music sweet was in the voice. 
Which bid me rise, and say rejoice. 

I have listened to the fitful wind. 
In the dark night's sullen gloom. 
When the dim and distant rumblings 
Sound like voices from the tomb. 
Alone I've listened to their sway. 
And hopeful watched for break of day ; 
But angels, who their vigils keep, 
Have cast o'er me the rest of sleep. 
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Say, is there not a pang in parting ? 
To see the tear of sorrow starting ? 
To break the ties long, long held dear, 
So sacred to existence here ? 

Who has not breathed a fond farewell 
To some endeared one ? but can tell 
Of mingled sighs and tears and woe, 
Which none but those who part can know. 

Who has not seized the proflfered hand 
With eager grasp ? Who could withstand 
The last affectionate embrace, 
The beating heart or anxious face ? 

Oh ! 'tis too true — though sad to part, 
'Tis the sure lot of every heart. 
How deep the words, how mixed with pain, 
" Oh ! say, shall we not meet again ?" 



I HAVE ever maintained, and I think justly so, that a sister 
has, or rather ought to have, no ordinary amount of influence 
over the mind of her brothers ; [but] that influence [may] be 
directed [for] right or wrong; and I deem it no unprofitable 
subject on which to pass a few sentiments. Woman's influence, 
as regards society at large, or in a more private sphere, has been 
often and ably advocated. Of a mother's influence there are 
sufficient instances on record, and blessed ones too, to excuse my 
attempting an enlargement of those sacred themes. Mine, then, 
shall be one, perhaps, somewhat slighted and overlooked by that 
class to whom it especially belongs. Did the sister-world know 
of one half the responsibility resting upon them, would not 
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more thought and time be devoted to it, and less to the giddy 
fashions and trifling occupations of the present day? It is 
generally allowed that young women, from their more secluded 
life, and a longer tarriance under the parental roof, have fewer 
temptations, therefore the call is more strongly laid upon them, 
" Come ye out from among them ;" and if we resist the call, 
what shall we expect of our brothers? J. A. James says, 
" Hence it is that so many more women are truly pious than 
men. It is not that the gospel is unworthy the more robust 
intellect of the other sex, but that it falls in more with the 
softer nature of yours. In most things, the God of grace seems 
to follow the order established by the God of nature." Ought 
we not, then, to be proud of the honour thus conferred upon us ? 
I mean that of being chosen, as it were, by an Almighty hand 
not only to set forth those graces of religion, [but] by our folloio- 
ing after them, to endeavour to lead, by a gossamer thread, 
unseen though not unfelt, the young " lords of creation.'* 



"WHOM THE GODS LOVE DIE YOUNG." 

Have ye ever marked the opening bud 

Unfold with a roseate hue ? 

A hue all bright, and a form all slight — 

Ah ! I have marked it too ! 

And a drop as fair as pearl in hair 

Has rested thereon as dew. 

And have ye marked that bud cut down 

Ere the noon-day sun has shone ? 

Some blasting storm has touched its form, 

And I have marked it gone ! 

And the parent stem, bereft of its gem. 

Has blossomed there alone. 
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And have ye known some tender mind 

Expand in Life's first dawn ? 

With an eye so bright, and a form so slight. 

Nor fit for a worid of scorn ; 

And a touch of love fi*om the fount above 

Does most her brow adorn. 

Then have ye marked that fair young brow, 

Long ere her noon-day sun, 

Grow faint and pale, which told the tale. 

That her race was nearly run ; 

And I knew the gloom of the silent tomb 

A preparing had begun. 

Then I wept, that one so loved and yoimg 

Should fade thus soon fi*om sight. 

That the darksome grave should a treasure crave. 

And Death thus cast a blight ; 

When I turned again, — all fi*ee fi-om pain. 

The spirit had taken flight. 

Then I listened — methought I heard a voice, 
And in it an echo from heaven, 
With tender tone, say " Tho' stript and lone, 
And your hearts all torn and riven, 
I have watched in love, fi'om my courts above, 
Your flower lent — not given ;" 
And I knew that a home on her Saviour's breast 
Was the fittest place for that young heart to rest. 
Uth of Third Month, i859. L. A. 



Fabbwell ! it is a word oft spoken 

Amid this vale of tears ; 
When smothered sighs from hearts half broken 

Bespeak the love of years. 
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Farewell ! life hath its changes many, 

And they alone are blest 
Who set not heart on any, 

In this a pilgrim's rest. 

Farewell ! Death, with his ruthless hand. 
Spares not our feelings here ; 

And beckons with a firm command 
All heedless of the tear. 

Farewell ! then be it spoken, 

'Tis but a few short years. 
Then, heaven's rest unbroken. 

Shall know no earth-born tears. 

There safe in Jesus' keeping. 

Gone up with song and shout. 
For ever cease their weeping. 
These shall go no more out. 
23rd of TJiird Months i860. 



A "LAVATER" QUESTION. 

'' Why glisten those eyes with such evil expression V* 

Sat not that these eyes with dark evil are gleaming. 
For under their lashes the rich tears are streaming. 
And methinks there's a softness lit up with a fire, 
rhat speaks of a higher, a nobler desire. 
Tis the burning of love, the forgiveness of wrong. 
Or hidden emotion amidst the gay throng ; 
rhen think not, I pray thee, that evil intent 
[s under the dark firinge which downward is bent. 
(The word to bring in was **Eyes.'*) 
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HONEY-COMB. 

AN IMPROMPTU COMPOSED FOR A WRITINa GAME. 

My first expresses the sweets of life, 

A luscious food, 

And a " bonny " wife ; 
My second is of the useful kind. 
Helping fair ladies their hair to bind ; 
My whole the work of a busy bee, 
Teaching a lesson of industry. 

A moral, fair readers, we would impart, 

A lesson for each and every heart ; 

Sweeter than food and the " bonny " wife 

Are spiritual truths of the spiritual life ; 

Yea " sweeter than honey and the honey-comb '' 

Are the precepts that render life worthy alone. 

Trehah, i4th of Ninth Month, i860. 



A FRAGMENT in its first, rough state, without corrections ; 
written with the intention of sending it as a Christmas greeting 
to the old home, in 1860 ; but the home-gathering being dis- 
persed and incomplete on account of illness, it was never finished 
or sent. 

I think I see the home of yore, 

All joyous as it was before. 

I see each room all warm and bright. 

And feel each heart all true and light ; 

Can picture each familiar face, 

And love's sweet beams thereon I trace. 
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I see the hall with taate displayed, 
Adorned with holly from the glade, 
And mistletoe and evergreen, 
And choicest flowers mixed between. 

With pendent grace and festooned art 

I follow every work and part ; 

I mark each fern so rich and rare. 

Adjusted with a sister's care. 

Nor brother's help was wanting there. 

But 'neath the lamps, and 'neath the green, 
A dearer sight to me is seen ; 
A goodly band are to and fro 
Pacing with measured steps and slow. 
As two and two they fondly go. 
Arm drawn within the other through. 
And as I listen to each voice 
It makes my very heart rejoice ; 
I note each dear familiar tone. 
And make them, as it were, my own. 
So much is lent of Fancy's powers 
To weave what once was really ours. 

And as I list to converse sweet 
Another sound my ear doth greet ; 
I hear soft music's tone ascend — 
The brother and the sister blend. 
And lute and song their powers lend. 

I once joined in the humble strain. 
And, though apart, I will again. 
I'll cast my song upon the wind. 
And bid it for my sake be kind ; 
That I may mingle in those lays 
That charmed me once in other days. 
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But where this time are those I watched before ? 
I used to see them in the days of yore. 
Is it that Death has stepped within the fold, 
And robbed you with his icy hand and cold ? 

"Ah ! no,'' I hear you say ; " their presence is not here ; 
For they have gone some other homes to cheer, 
And though we see them not in the happy midst to day. 
We feel their spirits shed a loving ray." 

Oh ! favoured home ! from year to yeat. 
Thus gathering round thee those so dear ; 
How shall we count the happy meetings o'er 
That thou hast witnessed since the days of yore ? 

Thrice happy home ! in happy trios blest. 

Parents and children, where then are the rest ? 

Are not their children's babes now gathering round the hearth, 

Thus wak'ning in that home the long hush'd baby-mirth ? 

Yes ; changes have been thine, and still may be ; 
Sisters were six, now number only three : 
But who would have it aught than this to be, 
, Since 'tis not ours, we trust, but Heaven's decree ! 

It may be slight, and strangers would not trace 
The least faint shadow on each happy face ; 
But I can hear them, 'twixt a smile and tear. 
Ejaculate, " I wish they aU were here." 

How true to earth that on some gladsome day 
Just one small edge of joy is scraped away ! 
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A LETTER written to a Younger Sister, on 
GOING TO School. 

My vert dear 



Seeing thou art about to tread an untried path, and 
that thou wilt have to pick thy way, whether through briers 
or roses, alone, without parents or sisters to guide thee — I 
thought perhaps a few lines from one who has finished the 
career thou art going to begin, from one who knows, from ex- 
perience, some of the joys and sorrows that await thee, — would 
not come amiss. But, in so doing, I would not have thee think 
that I have set myself up for a judge or a ruler, or as one so 
perfect that I am at liberty to extend any advice ; no such thing 
comes within my present intention. I merely want to commit 
to paper a few remarks that may, I trust, prove useful to thee 
at the outset of thy school life, and that may act as a little 
mentor in times of forgetfulness or perplexity ; take them, there- 
fore, as a pledge of interest and affection, and of a sister's love. 
The first trial must necessarily be that of leaving home, and a 
sore one it does at first appear ; but I hope ere thy eyes glance 
at these pages, parting tears may have been wiped away, 
and a look of cheerfulness may have taken their place ; but let 
me not step further to meet sorrows ; at present, thine is a bright 
prospect and beyond the trivial disappointments of school (in 
fact, of all) life I know not, why that prospect should not be 
fully realized, providing thou art constantly endeavouring to be 
good as well as to be happy ! Allow me to make one or two re- 
marks on temper : Strive as much as thou canst to preserve a 
cheerfvl disposition, for what is more agreeable to those around 
than " a smiling face, a bright and beaming eye ?" — particularly if 
others are disposed to be gloomy ; surely then, it is like a bright 
star in the dark firmament : remember, mirthfulneas is not dieer- 
ftUnesSy for while the former is noisy and giddy for the time 
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being, the latter is more lasting, more stable, not so easily 
ruffled ; in fact, it is the eflfect of a happy contented spirit. 
Endeavour to be kind to thy school-fellows, a little act of kind- 
ness goes a great way ; do not let angry, snappish words arise in 
moments of venation, but try to curb those evil passions that 
Satan is ever ready to throw in our way, and which so easily 
grow upon us. 

Be particularly careful in the choice of friends. " Be courteous 
to all, intimate with few," is a wise maxim : two or three well- 
chosen friends are worth a dozen fickle ones; be constant, 
sincere. I have no doubt thou wilt love thy teachers, and, I hope, 
be loved by them. Do be particular in attending to the different 
rules, which are not numerous, and certainly not hard. I am 
preaching now more from precept than example, for I do not at 
all pretend to say that I did pay such strict attention as I should 
have done to trifles, and I often think if I could live my school- 
days o'er again, there are many things in which I would act very 
differently, and in none so particularly as one thing which I am 
now going to urge on thee, I mean talking in bed-room after you 
are in bed ; by so doing, we commit double sin, — in the first 
place we disobey a strict command, and in the second place, those 
hours which should be devoted to Grod by self-examination and 
prayer we selfishly devote to ourselves; perhaps there is nothing in 
the retrospect of my school days I regret so much as that. Alas ! 
how many an evening hour have I squandered in talking instead 
of thinking ; let me then, entreat thee to take warning from my 
experience, and begin at once by resisting that temptation which, 
I allow, is a difficult one to overcome, particularly if once in- 
dulged in : example goes a great way, and thy setting a good 
one may have a happy effect on those around. One more thing 
I must call thy attention to, that is, being attentive to thy lessons 
while at them. " Work while you work, and play while you 
play.'* I can assure thee studies are rendered very agreeable 
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there ; but if pupils will not try themselves, it is useless for 
teachers to do so ; and pray try to be perfect with thy lessons, 
even if thou shouldst have to devote some of thy leisure time 
for the purpose. 

With these remarks I will conclude, hoping, as I said before, 
thou wilt take them as they are meant. Thou knowest where to 
look for help and strength to perform all thy duties: to the 
keeping of thy heavenly Father I can only direct thee ; and now 
let me sum up the whole matter in a few words : Be diligent in 
the school-room, merry in the play-room, quiet in the bed-room, 
and cheerful everywhere. 

Farewell, dear , with much love and every good ^wish 

for thy present and future welfare. 

Believe me 

Thy attached Sister, 

Louisa Ashbt. 

Staines, Ut of Eighth Month, i852. 



The following Lettek was addbessbd to one of the 
London Ragged Schools: — 

Staines, November, i858. 

Deab Children, 

In sending a parcel of clothes to you, I have thought 
you might like to hear a little about us, and who we are, and 
who make these warm garments for you, and why we make 
them. 

We have heard of your school, and others, too, for children 
like yourselves, and we have pitied you in our hearts, and so 
determined to meet once a month, and sometimes oftener, during 
these long cold winter evenings, to make these warm clothes to 
render you more comfortable. So you must picture to yourselves 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



PRIVATE LETTERS, ETC. 63 

a number of ladies in a comfortable room, with a bright fire, all 
plying the needles diligently, all looking happy (for they are 
particularly interesting occasions), with some one reading aloud 
from a nice book. But do you ask. What put it into our hearts 
to work for you ? and shall you be surprised when we tell you 
it was Love ? Yes, dear children, love for you. We do not 
know you, 'tis true ; but we know there are such as you who 
live in the great city — ^London ; and we rejoice to hear that kind 
gentlemen and ladies are doing all in their power to save you 
from the many evils which are around by these noble institu- 
tions — ^these " Eagged Schools." 

You have heard of Jesus Christ, have you not ? And you 
know He came down from His beautiful home in heaven to 
suffer and die, that we might live for ever in glory with Him 
and our Father; and do you know what made Him willing 
thus to suffer for us ? It was Love, And if we love Him it is 
because He first loved us ; and when we love Him we like to 
please Him, and endeavour to do as He did on earth ; and one 
of His chief delights here was to go about doing good, helping 
poor people, and loving little children, and blessing them — 
children like yourselves, and perhaps as poor ; healing sick peo- 
ple, giving sight to the blind, and all kinds of good He did 
whilst on earth. Now, can you understand that it is because 
Jesus loves us and you, and because He likes us to help you, 
that we are willing and happy to devote some time to 
making these garments to cover your cold limbs these winter 
days? As Christmas is so near at hand, I must say a word 
on that. You all know what it celebrates, of course. Peo- 
ple are often apt to speak of it as a time of merriment and 
feasting. They wish each other a merry Christmas; and so, 
in a certain sense, perhaps, it is ; for it is the time when families 
all meet together. Children come home from school, and 
many are the bright faces that gather round the home fire- 
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side. But, perhaps, for you, dear children, there is nothing 
different to usual ; perhaps the day comes and goes, and there is 
nothing to mark it, except that you hear the bells ringing firom 
the numerous churches, and see the shops shut up, and peo- 
ple dressed in their best clothes, and all looking holiday-making. 
Well, be it so. God has placed us where it pleased Him, and it 
is all for the best. And you have at least one thing in conunon 
with the rest of mankind on Christmas-day. You have the 
sweet recollection that Jesus came down to die for you as much 
as for the rest of the world ; and that ought to make us all 
happy, whatever the circumstances be that attend us here* Only 
think what the blood of Jesus procures for us. Should you not 
be very pleased if some one told you that there was a beautiful 
home prepared for you, where you should be perfectly happy, 
and never know any more what it is to suffer from hunger and 
cold; where you should be only surrounded by good, kind 
people, and never be tormented by augry words or blows, or the 
temptations of Satan ? Well, dear children, exactly such is pre- 
pared for you by Jesus Christ, who died and rose again that we 
might live. Now, do not hear it as an oft-repeated tale that may 
or may not be true, but believe it, remember it, and talk and think 
upon it ; and remember, also, that any day— yes, and any hour 
— ^you may be called to enter this glorious home ; but also 
remember that this home is not for those who do not try for it. 
There is nothing but goodness and happiness there, and Grod 
cannot have anything or anybody that is wicked come into His 
presence. So this home, you must know, is not for those children 
who vnU live in sin, who will steal and fight, and use bad 
words, and are unkind to their parents and brothers and little 
sisters and kind teachers. No ; heaven will not do for them, 
nor they for it. They must go somewhere else, into darkness 
and misery, far, far worse than the worst of anything that could 
happen here; quite away from the knid Heavenly Father who 
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made them, and the dear Saviour who died for them, and who 
grieves because they would not love Him and live with Him. 
And, let me ask. Do you know how to try and get to this beau- 
tiful home? It is by faith in Jesus, who died to save us by 
prayer. You know what prayer is, I suppose. It is just the 
earnest pleading and asking God as a Father for those things 
which you really feel in need of; and, as we all stand in need of 
forgiveness, it is this in particular we should pray much for ; and 
when we feel forgiven we shall be so thankful, and shall love 
God and our Saviour so much, that we shall always be trying to 
please and serve Him. We shall remember what Jesus used to 
do when on earth, and try to follow His blessed example ; and 
whenever we feel tempted to sin (and I think you all know what 
sin is), we shall say to ourselves, *' Stop ; what would Jesus have 
done in this case ? what would He have me do now?" And the 
remembrance of His goodness will save us from many a sin, and 
we shall not grieve the Holy Spirit so often, as, I fear, we do 
sometimes. 

Then you have your Bible, and that teaches the way to 
heaven, and tells many beautiful stories, and all quite truey 
though they happened a great while ago ; and you have your kind 
teachers, whom, I hope, you are trying to please ; and some of 
you, perhaps, have dear parents and friends, who teach you as 
much as they can, and, in return, you can tell them what you learn 
at these nice schools. Yes ; you have, indeed, many blessings 
and advantages which cliildren in some other countries have not ; 
and may you learn to prize them, and show your gratitude by 
your good behaviour and example. 

And now, dear children, I must bid you farewell. May you 
know a happy Christmas — a happier one than you have ever 
known before ; may you enjoy the warm garments we have 
taken pleasure in making for you ; and when you wear them, 
will you sometimes think of us — your friends. Remember we 

£ 
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are all children of one Father, and that we have all the same 
Saviour — the same hope and the same heaven in view ; and when 
we come before that Father's throne in prayer, let ns remember 
each other then and there. 

Let us pray that we may one day meet in that beautiful home 
which is ready for us prepared by Jesus Christ. 

With the love that we should all feel for each other as fellow- 
creatures, I am, 

Your well-wishing imknown Friend, 
A Member of the Staines Working Society 
FOR Ragged Schools. 



To a Friend. 

8th of Twelfth Months i858. 
I AM very anxious not to have my heart in any way lifted 
up or led away from better things, and I believe, if I try con- 
stantly to keep close to Christ and to draw happiness from the 
never-failing Fountain — to look constantly for the help I so 
continually need — I shall be preserved from this snare. Let me 
fiilly impress upon thee, dear M. H., how entirely I shall feel the 
same toward thee ; affection is not limited, the more we love, 
the more we may love, and it always seems to me such a narrow 
^notion to lose a single interest, because another and greater 
love is given. 

^p ^P ^p ^^ ^^ 

I like so much to regard this gift of love as a gift from 
heaven, from the hand of that heavenly Father who " giveth us 
richly all things to enjoy.'' 

To the same. 

SOih of Eighth Month, 1859. 

There is a kind of constant whirlwindy I confess; but I 
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think I can bear a good deal of blowing about, so long as I am 
not the visible tree as being most blown ; so that while I can pass 
pretty comfortably from day to day through a heavy press of 
engagements — the 'May of days/' when I know I must be 
rather the one, has its terrors for me, which nothing but help 
from above could possibly mitigate ; but there are the promises, 
the beautiful promises, which one so gladly seizes in the prospect 
or realization of a trial. There is the promise of "perfect 
peace" to those who stay their minds on God, so dear M. H., 
if I try earnestly thus, dost thou not think I , may expect the 
help which I so greatly need ? I would say, ask for it for me, 
dear , add thy prayers to mine ; there is something so en- 
couraging and sweet in knowing that your dear friends are 
pleading for you. 



The following Extract is from a Letter written Home 
ON HER Wedding Tour: — 

i6th of Ninth Mouthy i859. 

As I rode along this afternoon, I recalled with such vivid 
pleasure the sweet spot and each dear face so well remembered, 
and their different aspects ; and every nook and corner can be 
recalled ; and the garden, too, with the long shadows of an 
Autumn afternoon ; stretching on the lawn, for which I have 
such a peculiar fancy, and the rich background of beech and 
elm. And I thought of it as the home of long ago, when it was 
not what it has been of late, when home restraints were at times 
irksome to my wayward nature ; and I thought I would say, if 
there are any in that home nowy who, in the inexperience of 
youth, sometimes feel a little inclined to contend with the whole- 
some checks put upon them by the beloved heads, I would say to 
them what a blessing they have been to me, and how I shall ever 
remember with gratitude and love the guidance and training of 
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dear Christian parents. I think it may be regarded as the 
greatest of all earthly blessings ; early impressions and influence 

are so lasting. 

* * # * 

Sometimes I find myself saying inwardly — 

** Not more than others do I deserve, 
Yet God has given me more." 

And I know how earnest I must be to keep my many attractions 
to earth in their right place. 

I think Dr. Arnold's description of his almost '' awful happi- 
ness " may somewhat apply to me. I like those two lines in a 
piece I met with lately in reference to earthly blessings, where 

it says — 

" Take them readily when given, 

Eeady too to let them go,'*' 
This is the sweetest state to be in. 



North Lodge, Darlington. 

23rd of Tenth Month, i859. 
* * * * I seem to be living a great deal amongst the 
mundanes ; but how can it be helped just now ? And I remember 
with pleasure, that 

** The daily round, the common task, 
"Would furnish all we ought to ask ; 
Room to deny ourselves ; a road 
To bring us daily nearer God." 

I believe the chief thing is to mind the way and the spirit in 
which we enter into things. I talk much about settling in ; but 
I do try to remember that this is not my rest, and that I may 
soon be called upon to leave it, or give up some of it. This 
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does not make me feel gloomy ; on the contrary, it gives a tinge 
of true happiness to everything. We are so happy altogether. 
I could not have entered a family more congenial and truly dear ; 
my new parents are all I expected. 



To ANOTHER FrIEND. 

SouTHFiEU) Villas, Middlesborough, 
30th Eleventh Month, i859. 



My BELOVED 



* ^ ^ * 



And am I really so far from you all ? I can scarcely realize 
it. Our spirits seem as near as ever, and, doubtless, are so — 
Yes, distance cannot shut us oflF in that respect, which is indeed 
a rich blessing. * * * * 

I had a delightful letter from the other day, telling, 

in her own rich way, of the sweet close of her aunt, P R. It 
certainly was more like falling asleep than anything else. 
Sometimes, "the thought of Death is terrible, having such 
hold on Life." But at these times how sweet to raise the eye 
in faith to see Jesus, and the hand to lay hold of the strong for 
strength. The Bible does so abound in rich promises, that 
perhaps did we never feel any flinching, we should not so 
thoroughly appreciate and value them, though this is no argu- 
ment for indulging our fears. 

How necessary it is, when the sunshine of life is full upon us, 
to call to remembrance, and that not unfrequently, the shade 
that may overtake us, the clouds that may arise to darken our 
path ; and while I would not suggest the going forward to meet 
sorrow, yet I do think we shall be wise so to cultivate a prepa- 
ration for it, that when it does come, whether sooner or later, we 
may not be surprised and stunned. 
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The following is a letter addressed by L. P. to a young person 
in connection with a school in which she was interested, and 
who, as will be gathered, needed "an affectionate word of 
warning :^' — 

SOUTHFIELD ViLLAS, MiDDLESBOROUGH, 

February i4th, i860. 

My dear , 

Being one of the ladies present at the Committee 
yesterday, and seeing what passed in connection with yourself, I 
feel as if I cannot let the following week, which was given you 
for due consideration, slip away without sending you an affection- 
ate word of warning. Probably I am quite a stranger to you, 
as I have not been long here, but I am not altogether a stranger 
to human nature, or to the follies and temptations which beset, 
so especially, our early years. You do not know how grieved I 
felt for you yesterday in your painful position, but more so that 
you should have done anything to cause such a position, and 
most so that you have been led into the still greater sin of 
covering your misdeeds by not adhering strictly to the truth. 
Oh ! my young friend, if in the sight of mortals sin seems a 
sad and wicked thing, how much more so in the eyes of Him 
who is of "purer eyes than to behold evil," and who has said> 
" The soul that sinneth it shall die." And who among us has 
not sinned ? Truly we all have deeply sinned ; and awful would 
our position be were it not for the goodness and mercy of 
our Father in Heaven, in sending His only Son to die for 
us that we might live ; and you know that when Jesus our 
Saviour and Redeemer came on earth to die for us, He dwelt 
among men and went about doing good to every one ; and the 
Bible tells us that " He lefl us an example that we should walk 
in His steps ; and when He went away, went back to his Father 
and the Holy Angels, He said He would not leave us comfort- 
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less, but that He would send the Comforter, even the Spirit of 
Truth, to lead and guide us into all truth ; so, when we feel 
inclined to do wrong, we should remember our great and 
good Pattern, and we should listen to " the stilly small voice " of 
His good Spirit which does speak in our ears, though so still 
that no one else can hear but ourselves to whom it speaks. And 
my young friend, I want both you and me to feel what a very, 
very solemn thing it is if we do not listen to that voice, for if we 
will not, it will grow tired of speaking, and by-and-by will 
leave oflF, and then we shall get into the way of sinning and 
scarcely knowing it. Then each sin will get blacker and blacker, 
and we shall become hardened sinners, and death will overtake 
us, and we shall be summoned into His presence without having 
made our peace with Him through Jesus Christ — then what will 
have been the pleasures of sin for a season ? Ah, my poor child, 
you are very young, and you do not yet fully know what a 
wicked world this is. Many, many a girl like you has thought 
to have, what she has called, a little innocent amusement, but 
alas ! she has been led on from one thing to another, and has 
ended in disgrace and ruin, perhaps to soul and body ; so that it 
does seem to me that the present is, with you, a very solemn 
and important time. It seems as if the language were going 
forth to you — *' Choose you this day whom you will serve." It 
may be that the step you take now may aflfect your position for 
better or worse in this life, and that which is to come, — so, 
my dear young friend, I would beg of you to go to God in 
earnest prayer ; do not let Satan tempt you to think you are 
too wicked to pray. Jesus came to call the sinners to repent- 
ance; so go to Him in simple faith; confess your sin and 
crave his pardon for Jesus Christ's sake ; ask Him to make you 
sorry for what you have done ; and ask Him to guide you for 
the future; ask Him to watch over you day by day in all 
your goings, and He will indeed answer your prayer. You 
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do not know how much Jesus loves you, and how grieved He 
is when when we give way to sin, and you will soon find that no 
joy here is at all to be compared with the joy which Jesus will 
give you in His service. I hope I have not tired you. I send 
this out of love to your soul and anxiety for your welfare. I 
hope you will feel me as a friend, and if you have anything to 
say or write I shall be glad to hear. One thing I must impress 
upon you. Do not trust to yourself; daily, ah, hourly, we 
must look unto Him who seeth every thought of our heart and 
heareth every prayer. 

And now I would commend you into better hands — even 
to Him " who will give His Angels charge over thee to keep 
thee in all thy ways." I, too, have prayed for you and will yet 
again, but do not trust to that, for " no man can redeem his 
brother or give to God a ransom for him." We are told to work 
out our ovm salvation, " with fear and trembling." 

Hoping you will receive this in love, I remain. 

Your well-wishing friend, 



Extracts from Memoranda^ entitled " Jottings of a 
Young Wife." 

"Nearly five months of married life have passed away, and now 
on this 13th evening of February, 1860, I commence this little 
record, which I have for some time past had a fancy to keep, — 
just a simple record of simple facts, which may be interesting 
and perhaps useful to turn back to in the more advanced period 
of married life, if spared till then. They have been a happy five 
months, these past five — and yet it seems a long while ago, since, 
in the dusk of an autumn evening, my beloved husband led me 
to this new and well-fiirnished home. * ♦ * 
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"North Lodge, Hth of Third Month, i860. 
''I AM a bit dissatisfied with myself of late : think I have lost 
on account of a laxness in prayer. I have sadly allowed trifles 
to interfere with that sacred duty : wandering thoughts distress 
and disturb me ; no wonder if I lose ground and feel depressed. 
I am trusting too much to myself: this morning I could not 
collect my thoughts in meeting: even a nice sermon from 

did not thoroughly arouse me ; no, I must go to the root 

of the matter, I feel thankful that I see my fault. I long to be 
a more praying, earnest Christian, to delight more entirely in 
prayer and praise and thanksgiving, to be more useful to my 
precious husband, and to the circles at large in which I join. 
Strange, that the high privilege of commimion with the King of 
kings is within our reach, and yet we avail ourselves compar- 
atively so little of it — no wonder I lose ground, if I ask not more 
earnestly for the help I so much need ; there is so much to bring 
in subjection, especially a hasty temper ; but here I must leave off 
and join my two dear sisters in the drawing-room. There seem 
so many claims, that I sometimes feel the want of more time with 
myself, by myself, — ^but I desire to be truly thankful for them 
they keep me, in a measure, from growing selfish." 



After describing a time they had spent very pleasantly in the 
west of England, she says — 

" First-day, — 30th of Ninth Month, i860, 
* * And now I hope we shall have some 

quiet home-life, for there is nothing equal to it after all. As I 
entered the house last evening, it seemed as if dear J. and C. 
must be here, they had returned with me last time, and we left 
together, but now they are not, yet their dear spiritual presence 
seems so to haunt me, at every turn something would bring 
them to remembrance ; though I miss them, yet I am not un- 

F 
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happy, very far from it, indeed the return to this sweet home 
has been marked with a quiet, trusting happiness.'^ * * 

Then, under date Good Friday, 1860, she writes in relation to 
some little domestic trouble on account of parting with a 
servant : — 

"I really quite felt parting with her, and as she left the 
room, I could not help shedding tears. Poor girl ! I trust she 
will not come to more harm by being thus thrown on a merciless 
world. I have prayed for her, that she may be kept and 
directed in a better way. I handed her a few tracts at parting, 
which she took very willingly, and reminded her of those solemn 
words, ' Thou God seest me.' " — Gen. vi. 13. 



Supposed to have been written on the occasion of the 
Death of S. E. W. 

She has gone to her rest ! where no harm can come near her. 

Gone to a land of elysian delight. 
Gone where all trouble and pain cannot wear her, 

Where the sun is not darkened, nor day turns to night. 

She has gone to her rest ! now no sorrow can grieve her. 

No tear shall e'er darken her vision again : 
Gone where no sighing or weeping disturbs her. 

To a land where pure joys shall eternally reign. 

She has gone to her rest ! now the knowledge has reached her 
In full, what her Saviour, descending, has done ; 

How on Calvary's heights his rich love hath redeemed her. 
How, through agonies here, is her victory won ! 
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She has gone to her rest ! then why should we mourn her ? 

Say who, if they might, would recall her again 
From ineffable joys which for aye shall surround her. 

From bliss to a world where there's sorrow and pain ? 

Oh no ! to thy rest then, we leave, nor deplore thee. 
Though the tear of affection shall long dim the eye ; 

Yet knowing the joys that now are dispensed thee. 
Resign thee to Heaven — suppressing the sigh. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



